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Broke 


Author's Notes: 

A small portion of this fic is further based on reality beyond the existence of the men in question. A few 
weeks ago, upon seeing All ls By My Side, a Jimi Hendrix biopic, there was a scene that | interpret to have 
actually happened in real life. After all it would be very shoddy of a film-maker to throw in non-factual events 


into a biopic. 


He thought he said skinned. 


The word rolled through his head, drawing thoughts and images that had no effect on helping him write a song. 
The most it did for him was bring a smile to the darkened room, guitar in lap and paper propped up against his 
knee. He didn't touch either one, the cigarette in his hand far more useful than the pen to his left. 


The word rolled from one day to the next, making just enough noise that it echoed in time to the soft 
footsteps in the hallway. 


Kathy corrected him when they all got back to the flat. Their laughter at the bar followed them, ringing louder 
when he realised that the actual word had been skint. It all sounded the same to him, accents Toying with 
perception. He liked his own interpretation better. To be broke was to be stripped down to skin and bone, 
without any possessions, but they each managed in their own way. He and Kathy moved into their flat, space 
that could easily be arranged for three. Whether Noel took them up on their offer was still to be seen 


"What are you doing in the dark?" The glasses were the only part of him that wasn't askew. It was one thing 
to sleep in clothes not meant for bed but sleeping on the old couch was a job better suited for a contortionist. 


Rubbing the hip that wasn't braced against the doorframe he squinted towards the bed. 


He waved Noel in, motioning him further when he kept standing. Once he was perched on the bed he gestured 
to the blank paper in front of him. "What is your experience with writing songs?" 


Chagrined for all of three seconds Noel chuckled under his breath. "Very little so far." 


"I think, what | need, is something concrete," he commented, taking a drag before offering it to Noel. He eyed it 
briefly before taking it, the early hit of nicotine helping to clear the fog from his eyes. Jimi nodded, the clarity 
helping him as well. "There's nothing to be done with only guitar and bass. When | know who we all will be I'll 
know what | can work with. It should be easy from there." 


Nodding in turn Noel relaxed though it didn't help with the persistent kink. He stretched back to sit beside Jimi 
at his gesture, the support of the headboard helping a little. "Has Chas lined up anyone else yet?" 


"He said he had a few visits." The cigarette returned to its owner, the small cloud of exhaled smoke slow and 
deliberate matching his thoughts. "I don't know if he's got a guy specifically in mind or waiting to see who'll be 
the best." 


"We'll all be waiting." A quick flash of cheek, lips not lifting but eyes amused, Noel rested his head against the 
wall, only to lift up quickly. "Did Kathy leave already? | didn't see her around" 


"She went to work an hour ago." The paper was mocking him but the guitar kept a hold on him, luring fingers 
to the strings, plucking out a series of chords. Smoke curling up between them, ashtray in the blankets, bursts 
of sound that might turn into something bigger later staggered around the word. Noel sitting beside him, the 
two skint brothers, brought the expression back to the fore of his mind, clearer than the echo it had been 


"Would you stay here? It would help, until you've got enough money for yourself.” 

Smoke did nothing to conceal the skin on the other side, even by watching from the corner of his eye. Noel 
nearly shook his head but held back. "I don't want to intrude on your space. My rent's already paid so I'm good 
to the end of the month." 


If you need any help afterwards, we have the room," Jimi offered, looking up from his guitar. 


Room that was Kathy's - he was likely even sitting on her half of the bed. Easing off and up he shrugged his 


shoulder. "Ill keep that in mind. Let me know if you need anything from me, help or - anything. | left my 


number in the kitchen" 

"Yeah, sure, | will" Engrossed with the ideas floating back and forth from mind to fingers and back he listened 
to Noel leave the room, socks soft on the floor, only hearing three faint clicks of shoes before they exited 
behind the door securing shut. 


Silence returned, guitar strings motionless, but the word continued to taunt. 


